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charge. Few regular troops could stand the onset
of wild mountaineers who, regardless of death, charged
till within musket's length, fired their " pieces " right
in the face, flung them down, to be gathered up at
leisure, and dashed through the smoke, smiting the
English or Hessian soldiers down with heavy clay-
mores, and finishing them off with the dirks, or
piercing them with the spikes sticking out of their
targets. Their charge was like a Zulu onset with
assegais. But the Prince was over-persuaded by Lord'
George Murray and other senior soldiers, and so the
western route by way of Carlisle was tried. Hitherto
old Marshal Wade had remained fixed about New-
castle, putting out his head like a tortoise now and
then, and always drawing it back. But there he
was, still threatening the Prince's advance from across
the Pennines. And what was worse, the King's ruth-
less and experienced son, the Duke of Cumberland,
was waiting with an army in Staffordshire, uncer-
tain whether the Prince was coming down through
the Midlands or through the puzzling mountains of
Wales. The latter seemed likely when the High-
landers reached Manchester, but they turned aside
through the Peak district and appeared at Derby.
With great skill the Prince had eluded the armies
to left and right, numbering together some thirty
thousand trained soldiers. His one chance now was
to slip between them and strike at London itself.
Nothing stood in the way but a ramshackle camp
at Finchley, of which Hogarth has left us a picture.
Here again the Prince's instinct to attack was right.
London lay terror-stricken before him. Wealth and
religion were united by common fear. The Bank
hoarded its gold and made payments only in silver.
The Lord Mayor and merchants presented loyal
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